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MINDLESS 


(EDUCATION THE APPEAL) 
I 
Everyone take a seat and let me get your attention; 
I have something that I really need to mention. 
Take out a pad; take off your coats, 
and if you all don’t mind could you please take notes. 
What it be like? I’m professor Knowledge 
telling you to strive for education far beyond college. 
Education is a necessity in society today; 
these words are very serious; there’s no time for play. 
I finished with high school; yes I graduated. 
It took me twelve years, but your homeboy, he made it— 
top of the class—and now I’m educated. 
My name is Knowledge, and I get frustrated, 
when a person says to me, “I’m gonna quit school.” 
I then reply, “Fool, you know that ain’t kool.” 
“T can’t take it,” that what he’s saying; 
I say, “Yes you can; to God keep praying.” 
Hey! It’s almost summer; you can take a vacation, 
but first do yourself a favor, and get an education. 
II 
Literacy, that’s the name of the game. 
There’s too much illiteracy, and this is a shame. 
That’s why I write this; I implore, and say please; 
acquire an education, and come up off your knees. 
This issue is important. I can’t emphasize the point; 
wake up, stay in school, throw away that joint. 
Technology today is so advanced and sophisticated; 
just open a book and read; be dedicated. 
Listen to your teachers, for they are there to help. 
You can always talk to them to gain a little pep. 
I must open up your mind. I’m Knowledge. I’m plenty. 
Fill your mind with me, and you’ll have dollars not pennies. 
III 
Yo! Here’s a story about my homie Shifty; 
had all the girls, and he thought it was nifty. 
The brother was nice; the boy was a smooth 
kool; had all the tools, but the boy was a fool. 
He never went to class; he’d never pass. 
If I were his guardian, I’d whip his Ask(ass) 
me the question; here’s what he’d do. 
Check into homeroom, then be ghost, boo! 
He’d get a skeezer; take her to the crib. 


They’d smoke them some blunts, then get for real. 

Shifty came back to school later on that day, 

chillin in the hall; he’d never make it this way. 

One day Shifty went home, and the principal saw him; 

waited for him to return, and that’s when he caught ‘em. 

It was nothing to be said; my boy is gone. 

The man told Shifty to turn around; go home. 

Now he’s dumb, because his school year is through. 

He has no education; what in the world will he do? 

He can sell drugs, work at Hardees for the rest of his life. 

Do you think he’ll make lots of money? 

Don’t believe the hype. 
IV 

There’s a terrible situation that’s taking the nation 

unwanted crops growin’ on government plantations. 

Some need to make money to fight the inflation; 

some have so much it could last a duration. 

Oxidation, penetration, and preservation; 

when a woman is at that time, it is called menstruation. 

To have intercourse with yourself is to perform masturbation. 

Lincoln freed the slaves with the emancipation proclamation. 

When you ornament a tree, you put on decoration. 

The doctor removed a patient’s leg; he performed an amputation. 

You left the state while on parole; there has been a violation. 

There will be cross-examination, evaluation, consideration; 

and if you have been good, then they set new limitations. 

You must abide by these rules, or there will be argumentation. 

If I were you I'd take them into consideration. 

Open up your mind. Come out of isolation. 

This is the knowledge dictionary to give you some education. 
V 

Check out this story about my homeboy Cruel, 

big, mean, and had a punch like a mule. 

Cruel was the type that loved to fight; 

he would get into a fight everyday and every night. 

I made Cruel a bet for two hundred dollars; 

I said, “If you don’t fight, the money will be all yours.” 

It wasn’t long, maybe a week had passed. 

My boy couldn’t take it; he showed off his ass. 

He knocked a dude out; the bet had ended. 

And my friend Cruel? well, he got suspended. 

Now Cruel is in prison on the charge of manslaughter; 

he killed a man over one measly dollar. 


VI 
This little story might pertain to someone you know. 
Listen and learn, and your mind will grow. 
Loiter was the guy that-chilled in the hall; 
yeah, you might say he held up the wall. 
He always had a posse that chilled on his side. 
Loiter was the man that supplied the get-high. 
To all the drug addicts your boy was best friend, 
but one dark day all this would come to an end. 
His main homeboy had gotten pissed, 
because my boy Loiter had given him the disk. 
The dude said, “Watch, I’m gonna get that guy; 
I’ll go to the principal, and I won’t lie.” 
Few days later Loiter coolin in the hall. 
Up walked the principal, and snatched him off the wall. 
He said “What’s up, Loiter? Let’s go for a walk. 
I think it’s time you and I had a talk.” 
They walked out the door; police car out front; 
emptied out his pockets; they were filled with junk. 
Now he’s done. Loiter’s school year has ended. 
For the rest of the duration, he was suspended. 

VII 
I won’t say much more. I think you get the point. 
What I’m trying to say is that school is the joint. 
Now I'll break it down so get out recorders; 
the reason I say this is because it is important. 


Spelling- K-n-o-w-l-e-d-g-e: That’s my name; that’s me. 

Reading- Take your books out; read the lesson by D.J. Shout. 

Math- Difficult, isn’t it? You think so; that’s why you 

can’t handle it. 

Geography- The study of the earth—how it was formed—when was its birth? 
English- Let’s be considerate. Learn the language; don’t be illiterate. 
Physical ED.- Everyone plays ball, but to fat people, no fun at all. 

Dance- Girls with big butts; one bends over; I almost go nuts. 

History- The story of times, past and present. Where do we draw the lines? 
Education- You can receive this in college. Come get some then we all can 
have knowledge. 


You need an education to get a good job. 
Don’t push drugs, or work for the mob. 


Vill 
In the home is where it starts, for this is the beginning. 
If we prepare our kids for school then they be winning. 
They will study hard, and try to do their best; 
confront many obstacles, but they will past the test. 
If parents start their children early to get psychologically prepared, 
they will think positively, because someone really cared. 
When you come home from school, don’t turn on the TV, 
or go outside and play. 
You need to study your assignment first, or the price you'll pay. 
You studied the less, and you still went to class; 
the teacher gave a quiz, but your butt didn’t pass. 
I hope you learned your lesson, you should study next time. 
Education isn’t in the fingers; it’s all in the mind. 
Acquired education can’t be taken away; 
we need to read a little more, and go to school everyday. 
This bit of information I just had to release. 
from Professor Knowledge, I now have to say, “PEACE!!!” 


James H. Smith 
(D.J. Shout) 


(untitled) 


Love each other black man, black woman; 

Love each other; we are all we got. 

The devils that lead you on--let them rot. 

Those creatures are teaching our babies that 

we only have a history dating back to slavery 

Only have a history dating back to slavery 

Only have a history dating back to slavery 

SPEWE over our good part. 

Just like your mama, Al Green album 

does on Love and Happiness 

They want us to lose our culture when 

we arrive at our 9 to 5S. Take off all your 

rings, tribal colors, etc. Don’t want to 

upset Judy and Tom—makes them uncomfortable. 
an we help it? We are born Ashanti Warriors 

and Cleopatras (not Elizabeth Taylors. 

Don’t confuse yourselves sisters) 

But yet they have The Pillsbury Doughboy 

mimicking beat box so our people will buy 

his biscuits. 

How come they just didn’t give him a Fro— 

dip his ass in fudge? Since they want our 

Culture, put Doughboy in the oven and bake 

him in our oppression. 

Doughboy, if you can’t stand the heat of the oven 

Get your snowflake whiteness out! 


Chan-Life 


HAIR 


Just like a tree planted on the water 
so are my roots. 
Tangled like the spider’s web 
and always there, 
so are my roots. 

No matter what torture I put them through, 
they’re always growing, 
always knowing 
always there. 

I may cut them 
Try to deny them, 
but they continue to fight and resist. 
They grow stronger and longer 
as I do. 

As I get older 
Thev get bolder, 
glistening everywhere. 

They shine and I’m proud. 

Just like a tree planted on the water, 
so are my roots. 


Shaundell Satterfield 


BLACK, PROUD AND SHOUTIN’ LOUD 


My hair is kinked. My words are drawn. 

My skin has been dark since the day I was born. 

My message isn’t heard, but my voice is so loud. 

Still let it be known that I’m black and I’m proud. 

I live each day, as only I can, 

To make myself proud of the woman I am. 

With such a good heart, and a golden smile, 

I grace God’s earth with the individuality of my style. 

Each day I learn, because each day I live. 

Each day I’m blessed because each day I give. 

All I can ask is for one moment at a time, 

To grow and to be strengthened while in this race of mankind. 
Sure, I get discouraged...and afraid...and upset. 

But I’m black, I’m proud, and I’m determined that nothing will beset. 
So I step with pure confidence when I approach a crowd. 

I’m not afraid to show this world that I’m black and I’m proud. 
A minority for sure! ‘Cause some ain’t even tried, 

To acknowledge that power that comes along with personal pride. 
I follow in the way my forefathers paved 

And I live because they fought. 

How could I NOT appreciate all the lessons that they taught? 

I am a black woman, strong and free, 

And my goal is clearly in view. 

At all times I can remain the person I am 

Because MY pride is true. 

Some of them hate my strength; they try to sedate my power. _ 
But Iam a CONCRETE, IMMOVABLE ONE... 

As the strong African Tower. 

Relax, my friends, and admire His work as he molds me into gold. 
Then you’ll know and understand this story I have told. 

I’m happy and content, determined and strong, 

with a head that’s NEVER bowed. 

I have nothing in this world to hide. 

I’m BLESSED, I’m BLACK, AND I’m PROUD! 


Tracey Shaunice Pope 
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BLACK MAN 


Brought into a land 
where trouble reigns supreme 
He has nowhere to go 
no one wants to accept him 
no one wants to know 
the contributions of his people 
the talent he has to give 
He will prosper and rise 
if only 
society 
will let him live 
Strickened by the troubles 
facing the world today 
Made to believe 
there is 
no better way 
Being pulled down 
by society’s strong claws 
He lays there Praying 
but stil 
down come the walls 
Is the grass really greener 
on the other side? 

He raises his hands to 
GOD 


and asks as he dies 
The most positive gift 
the creator invented 
He knew his gift would be beautiful 
or 


at least he sensed it 
I treasure every moment 
that I know he lives 
and will share with him 
all the love 
I have to give 
I will help him in any way 
I possibly can 
Stron 
Beautiful 
and Loving 
he is 


A Black Man 


April De’Shawn Hall 
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MOTHER ‘ S DAY 


These are the times that are hard, 
When one whom you truly loved is gone. 

She’s not here to ask when you are coming to see her; 
yet she still survives in your heart, mind and memory. 
Sure you wish that she was still here, 
because a mother is a person who is very dear. 

But since she is not we are not going to allow you to sit around and mope. 
Instead remember all the good times you and she shared, 
How she prepared you for school, 
and held you at night when you were scared. 

Yes, mothers are very special to us. 

See, no one, no where, can ever take their place. 

Yours held on as long as she could. 

She understood you when you thought that no one could. 
Take today and be thankful for the one that you had, 
and as she continues to look down on you, I’m sure she’ll be glad 
To see the son that she has raised 
Shining his light brightly for her on this 
MOTHER ‘ S DAY ! 


LaTrell L. Watford 
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THE MAN | KNOW 


A strong, proud black man, 
The man I know. 
Handsome, intelligent, hard working, 
Experienced in the way the world should go. 


He treats a black woman with respect. 
She’s his beautiful flower, 
To him, a loving asset. 


He guides the little black boys right. 
He’s only human; he also makes mistakes, 
But his pride and dignity he holds onto tight. 


A warm smile, a caring tone, 
the problem solver— 
Characteristics always shown. 


To love and care for him is natural. 
To be his black princess divine. 
He’s not a dream; to me he is very factual. 


He leads me in the right direction. 
He tells me which way to go. 
This strong, proud black man, 

The man I know. 


Selena Manning 
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YOUNG BLACK MALE 


I can be fat; I can be skinny. 
I can be a pest, or I can be friendly. 
I can be kind; I can be sweet. 
I can be cunning, and even discrete. 
Maybe I’m smart; maybe I’m not. 

To me, it’s really just someone’s thoughts. 
I once was young, but now I’m older. 
If I try real hard, I can even lift boulders. 
I can live the way I want to live, 
and give the things I want to give. 

I can be the person I want to be, 
and see the things I want to see. 

I can walk the way I want to walk, 
and talk the way I want to talk. 

I can like the people I want to like, 
and fight the people I want to fight. 
But although I shall try to tell no tales, 
I’m going to strive to be the best I can be, 
because, simply, I’m a young black male. 


Lamont Reddick 


FROM ONE...MANY 


. ..and God created her for his glory, that she might go forth as his agent; that 
she might make manifest the godly attributes that He had so mercifully placed 
within her. 


In His infinite wisdom he fashioned her in the image of Perfect Love, oft- 
returning to mercy, yet the possessor of Divine Strength. Beautiful Black 
Woman, ...Supreme Mother Earth, Goddess of the Universe, Truth Bearer, 
Teacher, Nurturer, Conqueror...Spiritual Black Woman. 


He who knows you not, knows not Love. Not the carnal you, but the “You”, the 
SELF, the essence of God within you. The SELF that moves you to walk as you 


do, speak as you do, give guidance, nurture, sustain; the SELF that makes all 
that you touch strong. 


I know you Black Woman. You’re Ophelia. You’re Janice. The Mother of 
Civilization. You’re Life. As I come to know and understand you, I come into a 


better knowledge and understanding of my SELF. Ever-Loving, Ever-Living, 
Black Woman. 


Gregory R. Dillard 
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QUEEN 


Who’s the Queen? 
YOU or ME? 

ME can’t you see? 
White all right 
Brown stick around, 
Black stay back. 
Words of YOU, 

The white fool, 
Trying to be superior 
and make me feel inferior. 
YOU taught ME how to 
milk your cow, 
Take care of your house, 
Chase your mouse, 
Set your table, 
Stock your stable, 
Clean your clothes, 
Wash your doors, 
Serve your guest, 
Clean your mess, 
Shine your silver, 
Make it clearer. 
Now I have this to say— 
Not your way. 
Your man was near me 
Birthing children, 
holding me close, 
While you slept alone 
with your false hope. 
Never knowing what to do 


about your man, ME and YOU. 


So you denied what he did 
and thought it was hid. 
You played with the slave man 
sometimes when you planned, 
but if you look around today 
you surely can say 
the Queens are here to stay! 
Proud and free, 
and apart from thee. 
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Blondie Holman 


A BLACK RAINBOW 


Whether one is “light-skinned,” “dark-skinned” 

or “in-between” 

seems to still be an issue from what I have seen. 

I am baffled by the emphasis that we put on complexion, 
as if there is one shade of blackness that is 

ultimate perfection. 


The terms “high yellow,” “red-bone,” “oreo” and “jet-black” 
continue to separate us and hold our people back, 
particularly when used in a vindictive way 

conveying an underlying message that 

we won’t come out and say 

due to stereotypes for this undertone and 

stereotypes for that 

which is why some of our mentalities continue 

to remain where they’ re at. 


On foolishness, insecurities and the list goes on 
When will we accept that we can’t help how one is born? 


There are too many problems existing among our own race 
Than to be focusing on the complexion of 

the next person’s face. 

Is that supposed to determine one’s character, abilities, 
and soul, 


or is it supposed to be some mechanism of separation and 
control? 


Too many times we judge someone based on the exterior 
before we really get to know the person from the interior. 
Be proud of your ancestry and qualities you uphold 

and let’s build each other up and let this pettiness fold. 


No matter how dark one is or fair a person may be 
has nothing to do with his or her personality. 


If we’d stop comparing our skin tones to the Caucasian race 
we'd realize we’re just an array of hues 
originated from the same base. 


Melody C. Gause 
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BUT WHY? 


There was something I could never 
get the jest of, 
That is, why you hate me. 

Could it be that I try to provide 

for my family? 
or perhaps the fact that I love my wife? 
Well it surely could not be that I 
protect my children. 
No, that would be rather stupid. 


Maybe it is because I work a 
forty hour week. 
Nah, that would be silly. 
Or possibly, who I voted for in the 
last election. 
Maybe you hate me because of my address? 
No, that would be asinine to hate me for 
guaranteed rights. 


Perhaps it is because I have a college 
education, 

Rather that I have goals and dreams of 
furthering myself and becoming successful. 
Maybe it is because I have skills and 
intellect. 


No, the reason you hate me is far sillier 
and dumber than any of these or any combination 


of such. 
You hate me because of my color. 


Will McCullough 
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WELCOME HOME 


Broken glass 
and path worn grass 
are the welcome mats to the ghetto. 
There are games of craps 
played on sidewalk cracks, 
and when the dice roll they bellow. 
The preachers speak 
on the corners of streets 
to those who pass them by; 
there are rat-a-tat sounds 
of gun rounds, 
and no one bats an eye. 
There are blanked out stares, 
and, “I don’t care” is always the reply, 
while rock stars 
and window bars 
are as common as drive by’s. 
At home the broken glass 
and discarded trash 
are all there seem to be, 
but deep in the hearts 
of ends and starts 
I see a piece of me. 
Among the broken glass 
and worn out grass 
is where ghetto children roam. 
Among the broken glass 
and path worn grass 
is the place that I call home. 


Culver Clark 
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ATTENTION: YOUNG BROTHERS AND SISTERS 


I cry 
I cry for the rape of my grandmothers 
I cry for the robbery of my people’s pride 
I cry for the kidnapping of an entire race 
I cry for the builders of an entire nation 

who are now forgotten by its present inhabitants 
I cry for the victims of a now covert conspiracy 

to undermine the reputation of my sisters and my brothers 

I cry for a history filled with shame but sugar-coated by time 
I cry for the victims to now rise up and become victors 
I cry for unity among my people 

so that we may recapture the spoils of an unfair war 
I cry black tears tainted with centuries of oppression, rejection, and misdirection 
I speak to my people in an ancient tongue— 

a tongue which is what we once were 

and which symbolizes what we must now become 
I scream for a revolution! 


Tomeka L. Ward 


NAPPY HAIR 
My nappy hair 
is the crown I wear 
that projects my regality 
when others stop and stare 
and when they begin to tease 
trying to bring me to my knees 
I just stroke my napps until I’m at ease 
my nappy hair 
my nappy hair 
my nappy hair 
has always been 
and will always be there 
I wear my nappy hair 
like a peacock wears his feathers 
tall and proud 
I just stick out my chest and say it loud, 
MY NAPPY HAIR! 
MY NAPPY HAIR! 
MY NAPPY HAIR! 
Culver Clark 
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ONE PARAGRAPH 


The whips on my back tell a story. 
The shackles on my feet tell a story. 
The cries of abuse tell a story. 
The broken up family tells a story. 

The years of derogatory words and names tell a story. 
The selling of our women, babies, and men tell a story. 
The raping of our women tells a story. 

The bite marks from the dogs tell a story. 

The mistreatment of our men in prison tells a story. 
The racist beatings and lynchings tell a story. 
What we as Blacks have been through would make thousands 
and thousands of books. 

But why in our “history” books 
Is it only ONE PARAGRAPH? 


Stacey X 


WALKING IN THE SUNSHINE 


The sun shines so stand in its rays, 
for the Black man is counting down the days, 
when he lives like the civilized man he is, 
to show his intelligence, that he is a whiz, 
a DOCTOR, LAWYER, DESIGNER, 
a FATHER and a PROTECTOR. 
It's time to uncover the cover, 
to open the third eye, 
the sun shines so keep your head 
toward the sky. 


Infinite 
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MOM AND DAD 
(I LOVE YOU!) 


Through all the silence, 
Through all the tears, 
Through all the hopes, 

and through all the years, 
You’ve never stopped loving me. 


Through ali of my ups, 
Through all of my downs, 
Through all of the smiles, 

and through the frowns, 

You’ve never stopped loving me. 


Through all of my hopes 
that haven’t come true, 
Through all of the times 
that I’ve disappointed you, 
You’ve never stopped loving me. 


Even when we’re far apart, 


I’m always close within your heart, 
and you’ve never stopped loving me. 


Regina L. McNair 
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HEY DADDY 


Hey Daddy! Daddy? Daddy, can you hear me? I’m yelling. 
What? 
You’re not trying to hear me? I miss you Daddy; 
where have you been? 

I’m aman now, Daddy, not a boy; you missed those days. 
Guess what Daddy! I pitched a no-hitter in my big game . . 
ten years ago. 

I don’t mean to sound harsh, but Daddy, I missed you. 
Mama did a fine job, with the help of God. 

Do you love me, Daddy, or do you love yourself more? 
Just a little time is all that I needed, Daddy. 

Hey Daddy! Daddy? Daddy, can you hear me? I’m yelling. 
What? You’re not trying to hear me? 


JaMar 


LONG LASTING 


Long lasting 
ever strong, 
forever tomorrow 
it won't be long 
The day is coming 
when we'll be free, 
if tomorrow's forever, 
when will it be? 


Shaundell Satterfield 
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DADDY’S BIG BLACK HANDS 


Wow, as a little girl they looked like the hands 
of King Kong. 
Now, as a young woman I see them as still BIG, 
strong and gentle. 


They are a set of coal Black tools, identical 
in size and shape, 
made muscular after years of working late, 

Scarred from days of building up and tearing down, 
Toughened and roughened from nailing, hammering; 
pound after pound. 

Sometimes they missed the nail, and I’d hear a faint “Hell,” 
But soon those two hands with palms of dingy stains were 
back in action. 


With knuckles seemingly engraved with the 
Blackness of the night, 
They were hard and rough; always prepared to fight 
for what is right. 
When their fingers would curl inside their palms, 
The largest fists I had ever seen would form, 
to never mean me any harm. 


Hands that protected, reared and fed; 

Hands that “‘kept a roof over our heads.” 
Hands that held so tight after a bad dream; 
Hands, that when raised, I knew I had been mean. 
Hands on which one finger equaled two of mine, 
seemingly indestructible hands that gave every dime 
To see his little hands full. 


Wow, as a little girl they looked like the hands of 
King Kong, 


Now, as a young woman, I see them as still BIG, 
strong and gentle. 


Madelyn L. Hooker 
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MIRROR OF A DIFFERENT ERA 


I never thought that I would see a spitting image of myself. At the tender 
age of twelve I witnessed this experience. It was mid-December right before 
Grandma Lena’s birthday. My mom and sister were rushing throughout the house 
as if they were late or something. The telephone started ringing off the hook as I 
reached the living room. “Get it Herbie,” they both exclaimed. As I placed the 
receiver to my ear, I heard lots of rejoicing in the background. 

“Hey, Herbie, you know who this is?” 

At this point, my mind was recalling that distinct, raspy voice. A few 
seconds of silence passed as I gradually conjured up the courage to reply, “Dad?” 
After all, it had been five years since I heard his voice. Pops told me in our lengthy 
conversation that we would meet at Grandma’s house at 4:00 that evening. 

As we pulled up to Grandma’s house, I noticed that the driveway had a 
white Mercedes 300E with California license plates. “Mom has never driven a 
Mercedes,” I thought. Furthermore, I couldn’t recall any type of luxurious item 
setting in our driveway. Before I reached the front steps, my feelings acquired a 
touch of bitterness. 

The doorbell didn’t need a single touch, as the door seemed to open 
automatically. I greeted my Grandma Lena and Aunts Fadeine and Flora, but 
something caught my attention; a very dark-skinned woman had the love seat 
occupied. She was very polite and courteous as she greeted me with, “Hello, Herbie. 
You look just like your father.” 

Not knowing how to take this, I just gave a phony laugh and smiled. As she 
turned to call for my father, I noticed the key chain in her hand. She looked like she 
didn’t make the money that paid for the Mercedes. 

Suddenly, I heard my name called throughout the hallway. My attention 
had been divided. I slowly cut off my gaze at this woman and her car keys to see why 
I was being summoned. With a slight turn to my left, I looked down toward the floor 
as I made my way through friends and relatives. The door to the den was slightly 
opened, with conversations leaking out of the cracks. A distinct, raspy voice said, 
in a commanding tone, “Come in, Herbie.” 

Unaware of a jolting surprise, I opened the door all the way, to gaze at a 
mirror of a different era. Let’s just say if Ihad been thirty years older, we could have 
passed for twins. I was literally looking at the spitting image of myself. 


Herb Thornton 


30 


HOW MANY THINGS? 


There were so many things 
that could have been better, 
but they were good enough for me. 


There were so many things: 
the flaws you didn’t like about me, 
but you loved me completely. 


There were so many things 
that tried to tear us apart, 
but brought us together. 


There were so many things 
that went wrong in our lives, 
but the fault lies with no one. 


There were so many things 
we could have changed, 
but we didn’t know how. 


There were so many things 
that stood in our way, 
but we could have overcome them. 


There were so many things 
I wanted to say to you, 
Now, I won’t have the chance. 


There were so many things 
that I was afraid of, 
And losing you was most. 


Of the so many things that have happened 
to change my life and yours; 
the biggest thing is trying to adjust 
to a new life, 
without you. 


In Loving Memory of 
A.B. Moore, my Father 
and 
K.G. Holloway, my Dear Friend 


I MISS YOU!! 
C.j. Wilson 
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EAGLE PRIDE 


Allow me to say in this poetic way 
how a bird of prey made my day 
from a thousand miles away. 
Being a dream chaser 
in search of an illusive piece of paper 
I had nearly given up the chase 
until some Eagle Pride 
In the form of a 3.5 
put a smile on my face. 

And now that Eagle Pride fills me 
I don’t care if it kills me 
I’ll be here working like a man in a rage 
until I get my wings and cross that stage. 
Then it will show from inside out 
and everyone will know 
why I have to shout 
Eagle Pride! 

Eagle Pridel 
Eagle Pridel 


Culver Clark 
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DEATH 


You greet me with the knowledge 
that death may come this hour. 
You pray that it will not be so, 
yet your acceptance generates 

a feeling of peace. 


A life you have lived, 
one that to me is unknown, 
but you touch me now 
with your totality of being. 


Your calm reaches deep 
into the ocean of life, 
and death is no longer 
a strange shore to be washed upon. 


Your realization of death 
as a continuation of life 
allows you to openly embrace 
the warmth of its light. 


Will I be so strong 
when death looks at me 
to face the impermanence of being, 
the knowledge of which 
has set you free? 


Joanne Galli 


DECEPTION 


Friends aren’t really friends 
Men aren’t really men 
Your confidant never keeps anything confidential 
Your man is also hers and sometimes his 
His forevers never last that long 
Your forevers are still living on. 


Shauna Phillips 
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A STORY TO TELL 


There is a story to tell about where I dwell 
between the cemetery, the hospital, and the jail. 
On the hard concrete of the ghetto streets 
there is hardly a place for the timid and meek. 
You see it is the place, 
where the fight for space 
is the qualifying heat for pole position 
in the rat race. 

And this is the place where so many grew 
and learned to do all the things that they do. 
Where the babies cry and the liars lie 
face down in the street, 
under cloudy skies, 
among the ignorant and wise, 
and where flowers are crushed by unconscious feet. 
Where the pimps will pimp everyone that they can, 
and where respect is determined by the gun in your hand. 
There is a story to tell about where I dwell— 

a place where death brings heaven 
and each sunrise brings hell. 


Culver Clark 


DRUG ADDICTION (an acrostic) 


Doing something stupid. 
Remembering the days. 


Giving up on life and the good ways. 


Adding another 
Day towards our pain. 


Is our loss and addiction’s gain. 
Complicated as it may seem, 

Too many broken promises— 
Intention to become clean— 

Only for a while 

Needing someone to rescue my child. 


Ricky Flowers 
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AN EARNEST PRAYER 


God, grant them serenity, hope, and faith in abundance. 
Guide their footsteps and keep them strong. 
They’ve had many disappointments, and the road ahead 
probably seems lonely and long. 

Nothing can compare to what they’ve been through, 
and God knows I don’t truly know. 

Father, help them realize this pain they feel 
will only help them grow. 

Hold them tight in your arms, and don’t let their 
high spirits blow away. 

Remind them if they last through the night, 
soon will come better days. 

I truly love them, and it hurts to watch their eyes dance, 
then fill with tears. 

Only you know exactly what they need; 
if they ever need me—I’m here. 


Kellie A. Umstead 


TOMORROW ( MY PRAYER ) 


Lord, help me to see tomorrow. 

I know it’s coming, but for the life of me I can’t see it. 
The clock keeps ticking, and time is passing me by. 
I know tomorrow is coming, 

So why can’t I see it? 

There are people who have already seen 
tomorrow, and the day’s not even over. 

So why can’t I? 

The fact is, their tomorrows are my yesterdays. 
How can I catch up, Lord? 

Please set my clock so that I 
have the same tomorrows as 
they do. 


Please, Lord, help me to see tomorrow. 


La Nola K. Smith 
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WATAUGA WINTER NIGHT 
January °90 


It was a night of snow and shadow, 
The icy breath of the wind was still, 
I stood alone in a country meadow 
On the shrouded slope of a Watauga hill. 
The world around me was tinted silver 
By the soft caress of the opal moon, 
The stars above seemed to faintly quiver— 
A winter’s night on the outskirts of Boone. 
The air was clear and cold and biting, 
The stars hung solemn in the midnight blue. 
The exquisite beauty was beyond surpassing— 
No jewel could match their sparkling hue. 


My heart at first ached with the bitterness 
of the empty expanses of eternal night. 

I seemed to read of an infinite loneliness 
In the glittering message of each distant light. 
The naked trees, with crooked fingers, 
Reached up to heaven with an anguished plea— 
As though they sought to ease their hunger 
For the gentle touch of that starry sea. 
And all alone in a world too crowded, 

I knew the void that kept each from each 
And how we keep our feelings shrouded 
By a limitless silence no voice can breach. 


Then it seemed the night grew darker, 

The shadows reached out to touch my face, 
And though I thought it couldn’t grow colder 
The meadow filled with the zero of space. 

And so I turned my thoughts to following 
The tracks my boots had made in the snow 
Back to the comfort of my cabin, waiting— 
But one last look as I turned to go. 

The moon still floated through the velvet blackness, 
Traversing the heavens in its serene flight, 
And the stars still shone through the silent starkness, 
A glimmering triumph of courage and light. 
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And in that courage was exultation, 
The stars shone proudly in the empty sky. 
The message of the void was isolation 
But the glory of that scene denied the lie. 
Some Hand had knit heaven to horizon 
And sculpted the moon into a work of art; 
Some Voice had sung stars into the heavens 
And engraved a message deep in my heart... 
The night is dark, but filled with traces 
of a sacred truth that must be known— 
The love of God fills all the spaces 
And in His presence we are never alone. 


R. P. Barnes 


JUDGMENT 


Lord, 
help me to be free 
to see 
my brother in love; 
not see his faults 
and shortcomings, 
and differences from me. 
Help me to open 
my mlnd 
and accept others, 
as You accept me. 
Let me not judge 
or form opinions 
based on my own 
narrow mind, 
but open my heart and soul 
to Your wondrous creation. 
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Pat Neems 


FAREWELL TO LIFE 
05 OCT. 1994 


drenched with sorrow 
wrought with pain 
my days are numbered 
my mind no longer sane 


to keep it together 
is a difficult thing 
everyone assumes i’m fine 
i hear the angels sing 


close to death 
my life was short 
did i learn anything from it 
did i have a major part 


down a winding path 
into death i go 
being tired consumes me 
i care not of what i know 


suffering is an evil thing 
i’ve known death for a time 
i want to let go 
my pain is a true sign 


farewell from life 
i bid good-bye 

know i loved life 
it’s time to die 
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korie k. burrow 


BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE 


Who are the greater criminals? Those who sell the instruments of death, or those 
who buy them and use them? 


Now that question 
is a difficult one. 

I’m talking to the parents, 
the daughters and sons. 
Cocaine is a drug problem 
that is real, 
and I am here 
to tell you the deal. 

It instills euphoria 
and false confidence; 
you'll be running around town 
like you ain’t got sense. 
All drugs are bad; 
that you can bet. 

But with cocaine 
you're playing 
Russian Roulette. 

You see, coke paralyzes 
certain regions of the brain, 
and then you start feeling 
some heart pain. 

It makes your heart beat fast 
and your blood pressure rise; 
when a heart attack occurs 
a section of the heart dies. 
Now if you don’t want to have 
this feeling in your chest 
I’m gonna tell you what to do 
that would be best. 


Just leave it alone! 
Coke, it is bad news! 
What happened to Len Bias 
might happen to you. 
Coke will make you feel 
like a burnt out fuse. 
This is one drug 
you should not use. 
There are other drugs 
that are just as bad. 
Before your family’s sad, 
because jails and institutions 


STOP BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE! 


Gregory Linsford 
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| USED TO WONDER 


I used to wonder WHY - 
Why the suffering and the deaths? 


I used to wonder HOW - 
How could people save themselves? 


I used to wonder WHERE - 
Where will these events take place? 


I used to wonder WHEN - 
When did I have to face? 


Now I know WHY - 
Because it’s God’s will. 


Now I know HOW - 
In your heart, let God fulfill 


Now I know WHEN - 
When my time on earth is done. 


Now I know WHERE - 
In heaven, where life has only begun. 


Ernest V. Caldwell 
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REALITY 


Who knows why man is scared to face 
The “reality” that life tends to place 
All around, but he fails to see? 

That things aren’t always what he wants them to be. 
Overcoming temptation and making the sacrifice, 
Might prevent the same mistakes from happening twice. 
Waiting. And developing lots of patience, 
Will-power, determination, and yes, persistence 
Are characteristics that one might possess or need 
In order to see the truth and to proceed. 

To realize the illusions life uses to deceive, 

Or face the headaches man often receives, 
Because either man knows or refuses to be aware 
That reality is one thing that’! always be there. 
All things happen for a specific reason, 

Not because of an astrological chart or particular season; 
Not because his wealth exceeds his neighbor; 
Not because his time is spent more in labor. 
Maybe it’s that he has more intellect— 

A head full of brains and no common sense set 
To understand that the world doesn’t revolve around his 
thoughts, 

But lingers on the fate of his faults. 

There’s still something that’s not insight 
To convince man that “‘whatever is, is right.” 
Just because the facts may not agree, 

And the price to pay isn’t free, 

Doesn’t mean one should go astray 
To exert extra energy finding an easier way; 

To prolong an encounter that he certainly knew 
Could either make or definitely break you. 
Making you realize that it’s not worth 
Short-cutting “reality” in life on earth. 

No one said it was easy, and no one will 
Live throughout a life time and yet still 
Understand and always recognize what’s right 
and what’s not; 

Distracted by the more exciting things that blot 
Out the true meaning that reality shows, 

In this game there are no amateurs or pros, 
Only those who are willing to overcome the fright— 
To accept the fact that “whatever is, is right” 
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POWER OF THE PEN 


Have you ever wondered, how much POWER a pen can have? 
Just think: 


With this pen, I can write a love letter to Derrack, Sedrick 
or PAUL. 


With this pen, I can be heard by the Dean, the Chancellor, 
the 
President, OVERALL. 


With this pen, I can show the world my true colors and 
establish my own degree of success, fame, and WEALTH. 


With this pen, I can contribute an article to the Echo or 
put a poem in the EX UMBRA. 


With this pen, I can rewrite, reproduce, reconstruct and 
REARRANGE. 


With this pen, I have answered my own question, 
a pen can have 
too much 
P-O-W-E-R. 


Thim L. McLeod 
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THE SECRET TO SUCCESS 


A wise man once asked me, “How do you define success?” 
He wanted to know if I based it on whether I had passed all 
of life’s great tests. 

I thought about the man’s questions and surprisingly didn’t 
have a clue 
as to what it would take to be considered successful, and 
what tasks I would need to do. 

The man looked straight at me, and as he stared me eye to 
eye, 
he said, “Success is nothing more than your eagerness and 
willingness to try.” 

He said, “A poor man can be successful if he has done all 
that he can; 
if he has used the tools God gave him, his legs, his arms, 
his hands. 

Yet a rich man can have all the money in the world and never 
work a day in his life, 
so what success has he achieved if he has had no adversity, 
pain or strife?” 

The more this man talked to me, the more things seemed real 
Success is not about what you have; it’s what you do with 
your heart and will. 

That night I went home, and I thought about all that was 
said . 

The lesson the old man had taught me kept ringing through my head. 
Though I still did not have an answer as to where in my life 
the lesson would fit, 

I now had a new understanding and I knew I could never quit. 
As I awoke the next morning and began to plan my day, 
like a tape recorder in my head, the success message began 
to play. 

Now everything I do, I try to do my best, 
because I have been given the secret—the secret to success! 


Alejandro V. Ellis 


THE ULTIMATE BETRAYER OF WOMEN 


There she sat, the woman of my dreams. Head slightly bowed, hair bedraggled and 
askew, but wildly regal. Skin like bittersweet milk chocolate, seasoned from years 
of hardship. Her eyes, as always, deep dark lagoons in which the water never 
stopped swirling. Cautiously I approached her, not knowing what to expect. Surely 
she heard my approach, but did not raise her head. She just continued to stare down 
at the murky rivers caused by her tears mixing with the dirt beneath the tree; a 
weeping willow that had chops cut into it and bark chipped away, as if it had been 
kicked and beaten through the years by rain, hail, sleet, and wind. 


How ironic that she’d be shrouded by the weeping willow tree, who so understood 
her pain. She belonged there in the comfort of its limbs, empathy, and acceptance. 
Kneeling down, I whispered, “Why are you crying so?” 


Her answer was long in coming and just as hard to comprehend. “You must live 
inside your child’s death so that I may soon understand and one day forgive your 
sins.” That was all she said. I wanted to ask who she was, from whence she came, 
what she meant—but I was jolted awake by the buzz of my alarm clock. 


This was months ago, but now fills my thoughts as I lie back upon the cold, steel, 
surgical bed. I feel as if I’ve been lying here for such a very long time, although it’s 
only been one hour. It was probably checking in and then being examined by an 
assistant nurse, and now waiting for the doctor that makes it seem so long. Or maybe 
it is my own feeling of shame. I have nothing to do but think. 


Why is it that hospital rooms are so unbelievably clean, almost to the extent of 
making the cleanest, neatest person feel dirty and rank? Tile floors scrubbed to 
perfection, mirrors brightly shining your reflection, medical instruments laid neatly 
each in its place. I nervously wait for the doctor to come, feeling my own 
uncleanness. Slowly the door opens and in steps the equally disinfected physician. 
As he approaches me, gloved hands extended, brandishing a syringe, I stop him. “No 
drugs.” 


“Are you sure?” he asks astonished. (Flash!) Wildly regal hair; (Flash!) ever falling 
tears mixing with deep brown dirt; (Flash!) rain and sleet beating a never-bending 
tree; (Flash!) my child growing inside my womb. Now I understand; there’s nothing 
to do but think. 


“Yes,” I answer. .Before I know it the words fall from my lips: “I must live inside 
my child’s death, so my soul may understand and one day forgive me my sins.” He 
just stared at me, a very blank stare; not understanding and not caring. Nonetheless, 
he slowly walked back over to his table to return the needle to its resting place, 


shaking his head the whole way. 
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There’s nothing to do but think. I have toyed with the most miraculous, God-given 
gift: the ability to give and create life. Only women have this life-giving gift, and 
I’ve taken it for granted, using sex as if it’s a game made for my promiscuous 
pleasure. And now I lay here throwing away my creation. . . and the tears fall from 
my eyes. 


So I laid there, feeling my lineage being sucked from my body. All breath stopped, 
never again having the chance to inhale or exhale. The tiny mouth never again 
sucking the miniature fingers. Little legs never again thrashing in a sleeping 
slumber. My baby . .. never no more anything. How it hurts inside like I thought it 
never would. But the years fall from my eyes. This wonderful miracle created with 
love, passion, wholeness, and togetherness, now destroyed and callously ripped 
away without any feeling or emotion. 


Hours later before going home, I stopped at the park, thinking of my dream and 
coming to the realization of its meaning. The milk chocolate, wildly regal woman 
was my soul, and the weeping willow my subconscious, where today’s horrible 
event would be stored—another branch to grow. My soul, a mirror of myself— 
beautiful, proud, emotional, feminine. The weeping willow tree was my sturdy tree 
trunk connected to my virtual reality by the roots, and all my inner sensitivities lost 
in the shadow of climbing limbs and branches. Together they stood, both knowing 
of the pain yet to come, and already crying for me. My troubled soul comforted by 
my bruised subconscious. Now it is up to me to deal with my own pain and my own 
hurt; it is up to me to weep and to feel. I must find love for myself in my heart, respect 
for myself in life, and the passion to want to be a creator again. 


Kenya Fairley 
MISSING SANITY 


The higher I climbed, 
the taller the mountain became. 
The harder I struggled, 
the more tedious the job became. 
The faster I ran, 
the more distant the finish line seemed to be 
Will somebody help me find 
my long, lost sanity? 


Tracey Shaunice Pope 
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AN AMERICAN SUPERMARKET: 
MY FIRST IMPRESSION 


Americans ask me often about my first impression of the United States, my feelings 
after I arrived from the Ukraine, my first unforgettable and striking experience. I 
usually say that I was impressed by the level of modernization and comfort of 
American homes, the availability of goods, and the beauty and neatness of 
American neighborhoods. I never talk about one experience about which I still have 
mixed feelings: I never mention my first visit to an American supermarket. 


Ithappened on the second day after my arrival, when I was still adjusting to the time 
change. “We have to take you to the grocery store,” my American stepfather 
announced. “I think Kroger would be the best one to start with. It just opened. You’ ll 
love it.” 


Even though I was tired, I was very impatient to see a “real” American supermarket, 
about which I had heard so much. I knew that I was about to see all kinds and 
varieties of foods under one roof, and that all those varieties were there for you any 
time you wanted to satisfy your desires. 


We entered, immediately walking into the produce section of the store. Evenly laid 
out, sprayed with water, the fruits and vegetables looked fake. “This is not real,” I 
said. “You can’t have so many varieties in the same place, at the same time. They 
got this all together just for the opening, didn’t they?” 


“No,” my stepdad said, “this is your basic variety at any American supermarket at 
any time of the year. Go choose whatever you like.” He pushed me toward the 
stands. I stopped, looked around helplessly, and burst into tears. 


I was overwhelmed, not by the variety of products, but by a strong feeling of sorrow 
and pain for my people, who have never seen, and probably will never see, anything 
like this in their life spans. I was overwhelmed by the realization of how unfair life 
is. I kept asking myself why this isn’t possible in my country. Why do poor women 
back home, before working eight hours a day, have to get up early every morning 
and rush to the still-closed door of the milk store, and wait in endless lines for the 
milk truck to come, just so they can have some milk on the table? Why, later In the 
day, instead of having lunch, like people in more fortunate countries do, must they 
tramp from store to store in hope of finding something worth buying? Why, later on 
in the day, must they try to catch the bread truck coming, so they can have some 
bread in the house? Why, after work, do they have to spend two more hours in line 
to get a piece of sausage? Why, at the end of this daily food hunt, do they have to 
carry heavy, arm-breaking bags back home, squeezing inside an over packed bus? 


In the Ukraine we havea saying that you have to experience something “in your own 
skin” to believe it. Even my stepdad, who spent over eight years in the USSR and 
understands something of the hardships in central European countries, still thinks 


I had an anxiety attack. 
Enna Sobran 
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I 


I see 
I walk 
I talk 
I contemplate 


I love 
I wish 
I hate 


I love 
I forgive 
I forgive 
I love 


I rebel 
I repent 
I believe 
I pray 
I die 
I’m human 
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Maurice W. Witten 


KNOWLEDGE = POWER 


Knowledge 
is 
Power, 
and power is the 
Key 
to unlock 
the door to success. 
The only way to achieve 
success is to know one must 
Educate 
and Elevate 
the mind to a new level. 
To reach this new level one must 
Educate, 
Graduate, 
and use what was learned, and 
apply it to the world to succeed. 
KNOWLEDGE = Power. 


La Tonia D. Williams 
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LOVE IS 


Love is beauty, a true work of art, 

A flower for no reason, a warmth in the Heart. 
Love is a call to say, “I’m thinking of you.” 
Simple things in life, but sincere and true. 

Love is a poem or sweet song of passion, 
Holding hands as we walk; something considered old fashioned. 
Love is a feeling, a heart-felt desire, 
Tenderness and gentleness, a passion flamed like a fire. 
Love is a kiss or a sexual fantasy, 

As our bodies become as one, “Sheer Ecstasy.” 
Love is a need for something that’s true 
Love is what I found, when I found you. 


Percy Hill, lll 


INGREDIENTS 


A smile 
A beautiful thought 
Love for the whole world 
Big hugs and sweet kisses 
The melody of a sweet voice 
The laughter of a couple in love 
Freedom 
Peace and Happiness 
But the main ingredient for a beautiful cloud 
is my love for you 


infinite 
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WORDS ACROSS THE WATERS 


For a Jamaican friend: 


Not unlike the serene lulls 

in blue-tinged waves of seasonal rains 

was your late-July-afternoon postcard, 

newly fingered with sunbeam bright expectancy, 

that cheered up the whorled aspect of forlorn affection. 


And through a bright ink filigree, 

friendly words shone like the watercolor-wash hues 
scattered throughout a recent afternoon walk, 
where the land sparkled revitalized greens, 

and the sky, burnished yellows. 


Your thoughts arced across 

our island-necklace’s blue basin rim; 

pronounced gleaming breaks in the August rains 
warmed my missing you into sun-clad remembrance 
of happy conversation held before. 


That year, the sentinel rays of September sunsets 
heralded my child-like anticipation of your return. 


You, the ‘tagged’ playmate of summer revelries, 
had boomeranged to the palm of our minds’ chorus's reprise. 


Harold A. Beckles 
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A SISTER’S PRAYER 


I want a man that will take 
my breath away. He will challenge my 
intellect, shower me with compliments that 
will uplift my esteem. 
I want a man that will protect 
me, if another brother disrespects me or 
if I must use my fists, I KNOW 
he has my back. 

I want a man who is strong period, 
not just in the arms, the back and 
around the legs, but in the mind, 

heart and spirit. 
I want a man to give his all 
to me, which means his trust and love; 
he must realize that money isn’t everything, 
his devotion is riches enough for me. 
I WANT A MAN! 

I WANT A LOVER! 
But most of all 

I WANT A FRIEND! 

Lord, I’m growing impatient with each 
day. When will he come? Will it be 
sooner or later? Oh Lord, please answer 
my prayer, just give me a sign. 
Amen! 


Leslie Boyd 
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WHEN | ‘ M WITH YOU 


When I’m with you 
I think about the morning queen who lifts up her 
shimmering shades and looks over the flat meadows 
and peaking mountains. 


I think about the sweet melodies that drift through 
the warming air and tickle my ears. 


I don’t think about the forthcoming hours that 
stifle me with deadlines, appointments, and 
let downs. 


I don’t worry about this angry, remorseful world 
that doesn’t stop to mirror my face. 


I enter a different place, private. Tangled with 


love, kindness, friendship, trust, and truth... 
When I’m with you. 


Thomasena Banks 
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HER 


I only think of her on two occasions 

Day and night 

Mornings before I even open my eyes and breathe 

I think of her and then... 

I awaken wholeheartedly with a piercing need to be with her. 
Only then can I breathe. 

Only then will I breathe 

with passion. 

On restless nights that challenge relaxation 

I meditate on a vision of her. 

Only then can I rest. 

Only then can I dream. 

Knowing that there is just a small chance of being anywhere 
near her, 

To observe the small things that she does. 

The trivial, habitual things that she takes for granted. 

Like the careful way that she applies make-up, 

As if her already striking beauty needs any enhancement, 
or the way her voice changes when she’s angry, 

Like her continuous criticism of herself 

Confidence is no stranger to her, 

And she never hesitates to express her thoughts, needs, and 
desires; 

those things quite irritating for her are satisfying for me, 
Because I’1l find pleasure in the most insignificant actions 
if it all means that I can be in her presence. 

A part of her, inside of her, 

If I could liquefy myself and travel through her veins 

I would be eternally dissolved in her. 

For she is the one woman who can overpower me 

The only woman ever that has threatened to tame me, 

and brought me to a point of surrender 

If I could... 

I’d forever be the plasma of 

Her 

Never needing again, to be anywhere, anything else. 


“Have Mercy” 
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JUST THINKING ABOUT “U” 


You’re not only a dream 
but answered prayer, 
For any woman with 
the common knowledge of knowing what a real man is. 
You’re shy from perfect 
in the eyes of man, 
And a masterpiece 
in the eyes of God. 
From the physical aspect 
you're a sculpture in the finest gallery, 
And from the mental aspect 
you’re the president of excellence. 
I have thoroughly observed all these qualities 
as I was sitting in my room, 
Just thinking of “U”. 


I’m not speaking of love or relationships 
because only God can make a perfect match. 
But I’m speaking from my mind 
to your heart, 

And I hope you accept 
my honest thoughts of you. 


As days pass, 
Hopefully we’ll spend more time together; 
Getting to know each other 
and enjoying each other’s company. 
And if one day fate permits it, 
Maybe your heart will hypnotize my soul. 
Just thinking about “U”. 


Dedicated to someone special 
Straight from the heart. 


Michelle Hayes 


62 


ART OF CONVERSATION 


1st woman: (without a man) 

Girl. I know it is the truth. She should have known atter what he did to Teresa he 
was ruint. Ya know? But she loved him. And chile, he was fine and smooth as 
glaciers in the summertime. Mmmph! But he was fake my sistas. I told her but I 
am here for her if she needs me. Still, she got him good. You know he don’t 
know she wasn’t with us that Saturday night. Whoo-ee! That’s what he get. 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 
What will she do? Is she going to call him? 


Ist woman: (without a man) 
Hell naw! She ain’t that hard up. After what he did? 


3rd woman: (with a man) 
What time are we leaving? Ladies get in free until eleven. Pass me the nail glue. 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 
Look at what she did. She did cheat on him too. 


1st woman: (without a man) 
He don’t know. He acted a fool cause he had the virus for it. 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 

Yeah he did but she ain’t right. All I am saying is why expect a man to be good 
to you when you are unfaithful, lying, giving it up on payday and always 
looking for what you call “better” and be surprised when it don’t work out? 


3rd woman: (with a man) 
What is wrong with giving it up on payday? 


2nd woman: (with good sense) ; 
He ain’t the only man with a payday. Some man, somewhere gets paid on any 
given day. Some just get a little more pay than others. 


1st woman: (without a man) 
And some of those get a little more stuff than others. She was not that bad. She 


did not do all those things you are talking about. 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 

What goes around comes around. He told her he was not faithful. He did not 
have anything to be committed to. What is wrong with you? Just because he 
doesn’t know about what she did, it still ain’t right. She did it. It is a part of her 
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character and you best believe it came out. He may not have noticed it but it was 
there. 


3rd woman: (with a man) 

You don’t know you betta ask somebody. He knew somethin’ was up. To be 
sure, you ain’t trying to say he was a dawg and was stupid. He can’t be both. He 
was smart enough to cover up his dawgness with promises and... 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 
Lust, girl lust! (giggles) 


3rd woman: (with a man) 

Don’t blame it all on him. We all know her very well. She’s not a bad person but 
she just has no idea what to do with a man. Since she is a woman she assumes 
she does but I know many a man who would quickly differ. 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 
So you know how to treat a man hunh? 


3rd woman: (with a man) 
Why don’t you ask MY man? If ya’ll were guys would you date her? 


1st woman: (without a man) 
Hell naw. 


2nd woman: (with good sense) 

Alright then. Nothing wrong with keepin’ a man happy. Nothing wrong with 
doing little things around his friends if you know he likes it. Nothing wrong with 
telling me, “Girl, I will talk to you later. He is home,” and (3rd woman) will in a 


minute. There is plenty wrong with kissing his ass but if he is a good man, work 
wid it. 


3rd woman: (with a man) 
Ain’t nuttin’ wrong with love. Give me the phone so I can call Raheem. 


Sonya Hall 
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HOLD MY HAND 


On a sunny afternoon at our favorite park 
Walking and talking with the enchantment 
of the park’s colors, 

Enjoying each other’s company and being the 
best of friends 
Wishing that this moment in time continue 
With no end 
In a playful manner predicting the future 
But hoping one day for that joyous 
Adventure 
I know I'll enjoy every minute with you 
My attraction to you leaves me spellbound 
Without a clue 
Back in my mind I have this plan 
As you intertwine your fingers with mine and 
As I hold your hand. 


Infinite 


GAVE 


I gave you things you’d understand— 
a bottle for a thinking man. 
I gave you moonlight in a box. 
I think to myself, ““What have I got?” 
I gave myself a day to rest; 
a week you gave me was the best. 
I gave you things you’d understand— 
the moonlight, the bottle, the man. 


Jarwin Hester 
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LUV IS THE WAY 


LUV is the way you hold me close to you, 
In your arms you hold me tight, 
Your warm and gentle touch makes everything so right. 


LUV is the words you often say to me. 
The words I want to hear, 
Gives me hope and brings a smile that dries each 
and every tear. 


LUV is the way you understand, 
The many ways you care, 
You’ re a friend, 

I can depend on for being there. 


LUV is the many times we spent together, 
It’s so hard when we’re apart. 
—For me to LUV. 


Marvelia L. Jackson 


IF HE CHEATS 


Does a man love a woman if he cheats? 
My father says no. 

My ex-boyfriend says yes. 
Cheating is lying isn’t it? 
We lie to our parents all the time. 
I love my parents. 

I still love my ex-boyfriend, too. 
He cheated. He lied. 

Does he love me? 

The answer to that is no! 
That’s why he’s my ex! 


Tamara A. Hicks 


UNREASONABLE REQUESTS 


I gave you all the love I had; 
I gave to you my best, 
But all you ever gave me 
Were unreasonable requests. 


I was always there for you; 
You were never there for me. 
Why can’t our life be simple 

Like it’s supposed to be? 


I went out of my way to please you 
Whenever you asked me to. 
I can’t believe you asked me 
To prove my love to you. 


For you I lost my self respect; 
For you I lost my pride. 
All I have is an empty feeling 
Burning deep inside. 


I gave you all the love I had; 
I gave to you my best. 


But I cannot deal with you, 
And your unreasonable requests. 


Shonda Y. Sanford 
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AUGUST 19, 1994 
FRIDAY, 4: 10 P.M. 


I LOVE YOU! 
No matter how much I try to deny 
With every tear I cry 
My thoughts are of you. 


I CARE ABOUT YOU! 
Regardless of who might see 
In your arms is where I want to be 
All my hugs are for you. 


I NEED YOU! 
Whether you are here or away 
Knowing you love me helps me through the day 
My wants are for you. 


I WANT YOU! 
In more ways than one 


Since my life with you has only begun 
My kisses are for you. 


Carrie S. Weaver 
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EBONY 


My best friend’s name is Ebony, 
A girl, with a heart that is pure. 
They say she’s a vision of beauty 
With a mentality that is mature. 


She is merely 5 feet, 3 inches tall 
With big beautiful brown eyes; 
Having the knowledge of knowing it all 
She has become quite wise. 


Her boyfriend’s name is Clay. 
He’s as cute as one could be. 
He always has something to say. 
He’s as conceited as one could see. 


A tall, dark and lovely guy 
With a height of 6 feet, 
Trying to hide that he’s shy 
Behind his tone muscles and meat. 


This couple met two years ago 
At a party given by Kim. 
Little did Ebony know 
That she would soon be with him. 


All seemed perfect, as I could see 
That my best friend was having fun. 
But something terrible came over me 

Like a solar eclipse of the sun. 


Ebony started acting funny— 
hardly ever in sight, 
hiding like a little bunny, 
mostly seen at night. 


When questioned, she would Clearly say 
That she had things to do. 
I couldn’t believe day after day 
Her visits became very few. 
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Unul that horrible day came, 
When I found out 

That nothing stays the same, 

And what Clay was all about. 


He threatened his darling Ebony, 
whose heart was pure and true, 
leaving marks that you could see, 
the colors of black and blue. 
Now there is no more Ebony. 
She has reached her final end. 

I will no longer be able to see 
My very best friend. 


So, whoever is like Ebony, 
Please take a stand. 


Run, set yourself free 
From the slap of his hand. 


"Star" 


A HEART'S LOVE SONG 


Tell me is it wrong that my only desire, 
Is that we be consumed in passion's fire. 


And our doubts about what tomorrow will bring, 
Will be lost in the tale that sparrows sing. 


I thank the Lord that you're in my arms, 
And that now somehow your embrace is a new charm. 


I begin to appreciate the most innocent glance, 
I become thankful for this divine chance. 


No matter where I roam my thoughts are of you, 
And my soul at unrest until reunited with you. 


I know things may go wrong, 
But please listen to your heart's love song. 


Will McCullough 
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TELL ME THE ANSWER 


What becomes of a heart betrayed? 
Does it cease to beat and wither away, 
Afraid to love again? 

What becomes of a lover scorned? 

Is she scarred forever—lonely, forlorn, 
never to trust again? 

What becomes of endearments uttered, 
whispered “i love yous” that made the heart flutter 
When actions belie the words? 
What becomes of the lies you told, 
hiding the fact your heart was cold, 
when I played the fool and believed you? 
What becomes of a love that is used, 
mistreated, deceived, and abused, 
when the heart that gave was faithful? 


A lover scorned will trust again, endearments 
whispered shall deceive again, a love that is used 
shall find hope again, and lies you told will 
fool once again— 


but a heart betrayed will never learn to heal. 


Shelvia Dancy 
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UNO 


What are the odds of a simple children’s card game becoming the all-consuming 
passion of six adults? Well, it did, and this is my story. The six of us had worked for 
the same federal agency in Research Triangle Park for a number of years. One day 
Barbara brought a box of Uno cards to work, and we all learned to play. We started 
out playing occasionally at lunch and gradually added breaks. It was not long before 
we were playing every day as often as possible. We started out playing as 
individuals, but soon progressed to playing as partners. We all started out to play a 
game and have some fun, but before long, Uno had evolved into much more than 
that for us. The change was so subtle and so natural, that I am not sure when it 
happened. Uno had become an all-consuming passion to the six of us. 


Let me introduce you to the members of the “lunch bunch,” the players in our group 
of six. Barbara, who was the unofficial head of the lunch bunch, not only introduced 
us to the game, but believed, and rightfully so, that she was the best player. She was 
extremely good and did not lose very often. She always felt that it was some kind 
of fluke or accident that could not be repeated when she did lose. It became the 
ultimate test of skill to be able to beat Barbara and her partner, Donald. 


Donald is an intelligent, very athletic, overconfident, very short, premature balding, 
chauvinist. Donald believes that in spite of his shortcomings, he is the most 
intelligent, desirable man on the earth, and that there is not a woman anywhere who 
is better at anything than he is. Barbara and Donald were a perfect partnership. They 
both had egos as big as all outdoors. Donald was an obnoxious little twirp, who 
goaded us and everyone else to the point of entertaining murderous thoughts about 
the little man. Barbara, on the other hand, was inoffensive and unobtrusive. She just 
believed that she had the potential and the capabilities to be and do anything that she 
set her mind and heart to do. Slle seemed to accept, with a natural ease and grace, 
that the sky was the limit; there was no goal, no dream, that was not obtainable. 


Liz was originally Barbara’s partner, but somehow over time, and I suspect the 
manipulations of Donald, she became the odd man out. Liz was at the mercy of 
whomever else was available to play, usually Anita or Armetha. If the truth were 
told, Liz was a good, if not better, than all of us. She just had bad luck with partners. 


Armetha was adamant about playing, but because of the position she had, she was 
unavailable to play with us most of the time. 


Anita played, off and on, and with less enthusiasm than the rest of us. 


The final two members of the lunch bunch were myself and my partner, Mary Kurt. 
Mary is the matriarch of the group, but we hardly ever just called her Mary. It just 
felt right to call her Mary Kurt. Mary and Anita are probably the only two players 
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who really just played for the fun of it. 


I guess that leaves me, and I am best described as the original wimp of the group. 
I love playing games, and I am a good sport, but I hardly ever win. Small children 
beat me. Uno was just another game to me until Mary and I beat Barbara and Donald 
in the Annual Uno Championship Tournament. 


Weallhad become so involved in the game that Uno became almosta spectator sport 
at work. We would occasionally leave work for half a day and go to someone’s house 
and eat and play Uno all afternoon. Eventually we decided to have an Uno 
Tournament once a year. Barbara and Donald won the first tournament. The next 
tournament was held at Barbara’s house, with Barbara and Donald proclaiming 
themselves the winners even before the games began. Barbara covered Burger King 
crowns with aluminum foil and proclaimed that she and Donald would still be the 
King and Queen of Uno when the final score was counted. By a stroke of good luck 
on our parts, and some bad breaks for the other players, Mary and I won the Uno 
Championship Tournament that year. Naturally, Barbara and Donald thought there 
was some great cosmic conspiracy going on that had deprived them of their rightful 
places as the tournament champions. Not to worry, there was always next year. 


The next year we all sat around the kitchen table at Mary Kurt’s house waiting for 
the tournament to begin. We had waited a whole year for this—the annual Uno 
Championship Tournament was about to begin. The score board with the names of 
the three teams was clean and ready to go. Clifton, our score keeper, was poised and 
ready tokeep the score from start to finish. Of course the championship crowns were 
ready and waiting for this year’s tournament winners to claim. The crowns rested 
temporarily on the heads of one-time champions, Barbara and Donald, who were so 
sure that they were going to win them back, that they could not resist wearing them 
throughout the whole tournament. Mary and I were not discouraged by their 
overconfidence. We knew that we would retain the crowns for the second year in 
a row. The games were played in round robins, in which two of the three teams 
would play a hand of Uno and the losing team would relinquish their places to the 
third team for the next hand. 


The games went on hour after hour, all afternoon until early dusk. We were down 
to the last hand and the championship would be won. Mary and I had first struggled 
with one team or the other to win a hand, and then seemingly easily won a hand from 
the next team that sat across from us. A glance at the score board showed us way 
ahead against Liz and Anita, but just barely ahead of Barbara and Donald. The 
winning team would have to win more hands than both of the other teams combined. 
This was it. The last hand of the last game. And the crown would be ours again. I 
Sat Opposite my partner, Mary, at the head of the table. Donald was on my right and 
Barbara on my left. The cards were dealt. I smiled at my hand, but Mary gave no 
indication of what kind of hand she had. Barbara begged Donald not to operate in 
his “dummy mode” as he seemed to have been doing throughout the afternoon. We 
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began to play the hand, which seemed to go on forever. Finally I was able to cry 
“Uno.” I had only one card left, and, if our opponents could not stop me now, we 
would be the Uno champions for the second year in a row. Mary searched her hand 
to see if she could help me in some way, but to no avail. It was up to Donald to stop 
me before I played my last card. Could he do it? It would only take one card: a 
reverse, a draw two, a skip, or a draw four. Just one card would make the difference 
between winning and losing. Barbara appealed to Donald, “Do something, any- 
thing. You must be able to stop Sondra.” 


As Donald looked his hand over, hoping to find that one card that would do the trick, 
it seemed that no one moved. No one breathed in the room. The card that could stop 
me was not there. Donald played his card, and as he did, I arose from the table, threw 
my last card down, and raised my arms in victory. Mary and I were still the Uno 
Champions—the best of the best. 


As we ended that year’s tournament, little did we know that it would be our last. 
Before the year was up, Barbara was dead. She died suddenly without any of us 
having achance to say good-bye. We never spoke it aloud, but we knew in our hearts 
that we would not have the Uno tournaments again. We have continued to play Uno, 
but without the fire and passion that Barbara brought to the games. Barbara’s life 
touched us all: her grace, her smile, her sense of style, her competitive spirit, and her 
“sky is the limit” attitude made a big difference in all of our lives. 


Uno is just a card game and Barbara is gone, but every time I walk down the halls 
of NCCU, I know, in part, that I am here because of Barbara and Uno. Uno taught 
me that I could be a winner, and Barbara’s death taught me that life is too short to 
have a dream and not go for it. 


Sondra S. Cooley 


DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF MY 
DEAR FALLEN FRIEND: 
ALPHONZA “AL” CARPENTER 


It’s hard to say good-bye to a friend 
who was so dear. 
It’s hard to say good-bye to a face 
that was seen with every passing school year. 


I met Al during our freshman year, 
but it seems like I’ve known him my entire life. 
We could always talk intellectually, joke, or 
laugh; and never worry about having any strife. 


As we approached our first senior semester, 
we always talked about Graduation in May. 
It really hurts to know that he will miss 
this big day. 


Al was a fun-loving guy who touched 
all those around him in a positive and meaningful way. 
That’s why so many of us have nothing but 
good comments to say. 


Even though it may take time for us to 
come to grips that Al won’t be around, 
He would have wanted us to keep our heads held high, 
Never looking down. 


Of course I didn’t get the chance to say 
good-bye, because I thought he would be here for awhile; 


But P’ll always remember him as a dear friend 
and with a smile. 


Regina A. Smith 
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THE SUN THAT SHONE THROUGH DARK 
CLOUDS 


Sitting on the edge of her bed gazing out the window at the trees, 
that surrounded her apartment building, Jennifer thought of all the 
reasons why she chose to cross the line of the races, when she became 
involved with her present lover Jeff. Although she had never thought 
about it before, because she didn’t see Jeff for his skin color, but for 
the person he was, today she found herself questioning what could 
possibly be the reason for their union. His race didn’t bother her 
because she fit in well with his family and friends, and the same could 
be said for him. But still these thoughts lingered as she watched the 
leaves of the trees blowing. 


She was raised by strong black women, who supported the 
morality and strength of their sons and acquaintances, who were black 
men. Even though they loved black men and their black heritage, none 
of the women whom she looked up to had the comfort of a black man 
in their homes or bedrooms, but rather chose to live and sleep alone 
than to cross the line. Surely it couldn’t be that she was living by 
example. 


She lives in a black city, attends a black university, resides in a 
poor black neighborhood, and all of her friends and associates are 
black, except for those she knows through Jeff. She has never even 
really paid attention to anyone outside of her race, although she 
attended racially mixed schools inher childhood. Surely it couldn’t be 
an environmental or personal identity crisis. 


She looked back on her past experiences with black men. She had 
only dated or been involved with black men before she met Jeff. She 
loved them, but time after time she experienced hurt, anger, betrayal, 
and pain. She sent her feelings out, and they always returned to her 
bruised, twisted, and broken. 


Her dark and cloudy days began with Gregory, her first love. He 
went off to the army after they graduated from high school, and in his 
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absence decided to love another. He never considered the fact that 
Jennifer was sitting home patiently waiting to see and talk to him 
during brief periods when he was allowed to call during breaks from 
his drill sergeant. Raymond chose bowling, gambling, and drinking 
over Jennifer. He complained that she worked too much simply 
because their off days didn’t coincide. Dwayne chose cigarettes and 
reefer over Jennifer. Though her pleas for him to stop were many, for 
his sake if not hers, he refused to let the burn marks on his lips heal. 
Kwanza depended on cycles of deceit to acquire new girlfriends. 
Although she didn’t quite know why she did it, she dated and 
developed feelings for him in spite of his girlfriend, who lived five 
hours away in DC. When he and his girl broke up, he proposed to be 
Jennifer’s only love, but she just couldn’t bring herself to trust him, 
so she left him alone. After two hundred and ten days and nights with 
Stephen, she found that he was only looking for a warm body in his 
bed. She loved him dearly and was able to see a future with him, but 
all of those dreams were shattered when he suddenly announced that 
he would be moving to Maryland with his love of three years whom 
he cheated on continuously through the entire relationship. She was 
shattered, but she was determined to move on. 


Then came Richard, the lover she never imagined herself with. 
He wooed her for months, beginning with a close personal friendship. 
They talked about everything, nothing was restricted or too private for 
their conversations. In the beginning she even gave him advice on 
how torelate to his ex-girl in order to get her back. She confided in him 
about Stephen before he left so abruptly, and she cried on Richard’s 
shoulder after Stephen. She fought and fought for months to keep the 
relationship from developing, because she didn’t want to lose her new 
friend and confidant. When she finally gave in to him, she did so 
because she thought their love would blossom, since it seemed to have 
a strong foundation, but of course he proved her wrong. He went back 
to his ex, and when that relationship was over he found comfort in 
Jennifer during his time of mourning. He continuously had affairs that 
she knew of, but still she allowed him back each time he returned. She 
loved him, so she just didn’t know how to let go at first. but because 
she was a strong black woman, she finally was able to conjure up the 
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strength to release him to his own world of lust and deceit. 


As her thoughts came to aclose the phone’s ring brought her back 
to reality. When she answered she heard the sweet music of Jeff’s 
voice. He had prepared a joke, a poem, and a proposal for the evening 
in an effort to settle the argument they had earlier that day. After their 
plans were made the conversation ended, and Jennifer hung up the 
phone, more assured than ever of Jeff and his sincerity. She realized 
that she had done the right thing no matter what others thought of the 
relationship. She accepted him for who he was, because she was the 
only one who needed to. He respected her, gave her the attention she 
needed, and was not corrupt with alcohol, drugs, or the scent of other 
women. She knew that Jeff was truly the sun that shone thrcugh all the 
dark clouds and drab days that cluttered the memories of her past 
experiences with men. 

Evangelyn A. Wilson 


LOVE RECONSIDERED 


Dark tunnel of love, black as night 
Gazing upon me like a knife. 

A threat to end this precious life 
Drawing lovers into its sight. 
The peaceful love we strive for might 
In the end survive all this strife. 
But the lightness of this short life 
Has been occulted by the night. 
Love is the trap for which we fall 
Blindly into its depths we go 
Circling around its dark drain. 
Freely, freely, we pay for all 
The happiness we sought to know 


To be free, we must know the pain. 
Joanne Galli 


WHAT THE WORLD NEEDS IS... 


Human versus Human: A Killing Spree, A Mental Deadlock, A 
Selfish Claim, A Greed-seeking War. These are some of the aspects 
of human beings’ inflictions that are a part of a list that can expand 
beyond being able to be recorded in this paper. However, from these 
various acts of humanly inflictions, the question, “Why have people 
turned against people?” can be formulated. The question seems 
reasonable, since human beings have faced self-destructive problems 
created by themselves since the beginning of time. More appropri- 
ately then, the reasonable question would be, “If people are so vile, 
what can be done to cure the problem?” The answer is simple, and it 
has become acliche: “People need love.” Because people cause many 
problems in the world, this answer can be restructured as “What the 
world needs is love.” 


The answer, love, can be evaluated in three ways: a personal 
love, a brotherly/sisterly love, and love for humankind. In order for 
the answer, love, to be effective, the respective order of these 
subdivisions of love must be practiced. 


First, people must build personal love, or self love, in the sense 
that they must first evaluate themselves and find and identify their 
inner worth and being. Through this identification, they are able to 
develop self-esteem and self-confidence, which encourage them to 
take pride in who they are and what they are. All people are valuable, 
and their existence on Earth is valuable to the balance of the world. 
Once personal value is recognized, they should have no reason to 
harm themselves or others. 


Secondly, from the development of self love, people are then 
able to share a love that they have found within themselves with other 
beings. These other beings can be in a coterie, or peer group, that 
expresses brotherly/sisterly love. This particular group will recipro- 
cate personalities that can, thus, establish a relationship that is built 
upon honesty, trustworthiness, respect, and an appreciation of vary- 
ing personalities. Lastly, with a combination of personal love 
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Lastly, with a combination of personal love and brotherly/ 
sisterly love, various groups of all races, nationalities, cultural back- 
grounds, and interests can establish a humankind relationship through 
universal love. In this relationship, boundaries set from mere differ- 
ences can be eliminated because an appreciation of varying personali- 
ties, ethnicities, and common bonds will have evolved in the world 
through a deliberate and collective effort. Prejudices will always exist 
as long as differences persist, but respect and an understanding of 
these differences will eliminate the violent persecution infliected on 
different peoples. 


The world needs love, a love that has three levels: personal, 
brotherly/sisterly, and universal. Together, these levels of love can 
establish a harmonious balance among human beings. This can apply 
to nature as well, for humans have caused not only harm to their own 
species, but also to both the animal and plant species through their 
willful and destructive manipulations that stem from a lack of respect 
and understanding of differences. 


In all, love can save man from his simple and sometimes violent 
misunderstandings. Love can save the balance of nature. However, 
this love cannot be found without the love that has been established 
by a “higher being.” It is through His love that our love is able to be 
the love that can save the world. 


Shayla C. Nunnally 
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